THE MILLER'S PROLOGUE

The Words between the Host
and the Miller

N<

OW when the knight had thus his story told,
In all the rout there was nor young nor old
But said it was a noble story, well
Worthy to be kept in mind to tell;
And specially the gentle folk, each one.
Our host, he laughed and swore, "So may I run,
But this goes well; unbuckled is the mail;1
Let's see now who can tell another tale:
For certainly the game is well begun.
Now shall you tell, sir monk, if t can be done,
Something with which to pay for the knight's tale/'

The miller, who with drinking was all pale,
So that unsteadily on his horse he sat,
He would not take off either hood or hat,
Nor wait for any man, in courtesy,
But all in Pilate's voice began to cry,
And by the Arms and Blood and Bones he swore,
"I have a noble story in my store,
With which I will requite the good knight's tale."

Our host saw, then, that he was drunk with ale,
And said to him: "Wait, Robin, my dear brother.
Some better man shall tell m first another: ,
Submit and let us work ori profitably/*

iMail (male, in the original): a bag.
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